Letters to Somebody

in the service I had entered, and on the whole I do not
regret my decision. In 1874, owing to a bad accident
when schooling a pony over hurdles, I had to undergo
a somewhat severe operation, which obliged me to lead
an invalid life for several months. The skill and atten-
tion of Sir James Paget and the devoted care of my
mother and sister, who came over to nurse me, followed
by a visit to Sweden, brought about a perfect recovery.
In Sweden I was the guest of Henry (afterwards Sir
Henry) Bering. Of his and his dear wife's devoted
care, hospitality and affection I retain the most grateful
recollection* Throughout most of my life they have
been as a brother and a sister to me.

Those weary months of pain and anxiety enabled
me to realize what devoted friends I possessed. No
day passed without niy being the recipient of many
touching little attentions. My constant visitors were
the Derings, the Villiers Listers, Lady Bloomfield, Lady
Harrington and Lady Stanley of Alderley.1 The last
unconsciously exercised a marked influence on my life,
for she lent me Strauss* "Life of Jesus,'* which opened
up a train of thought that entirely changed many of
my views and atrophied some of my convictions. The
perusal of Strauss, and I read it three times, did not
destroy all religious belief, but it modified it and taught
me not to take anything for granted. It certainly
affected my whole life, but if I have shed much that
used to be precious to me, I retain an abhorrence of
blatant and uncalled-for professions of unbelief.

It is quite possible for a man to establish a code of

1 Wife of second Baron.